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In Memoriam Of 
Days Past 
Jamie Steyer 
They say that opposites attract. 
If that's true, do we repel those most similar to us? 
It'd explain the fighting and disagreements that stained my teenage 
years. 
Even as I screamed that you didn't understand me and never would, I 
listened to Dad say every time-
You're so much alike. 
You're just like your mother. 
You're too much alike. 
I grew with a silence hanging where tears and laughter should be. 
Convinced anything I said would come back to bite me, unable to 
recognize that the gnawing anxiety was mirrored in the one upon whom 
I placed the burden of my troubles. 
Eventually the fog lifted. 
I saw my own struggle was not solely my own. 
I had inherited more than blonde hair and height. 
I got a mind that wouldn't stop racing and a tendency to believe the 
worst of myself. 
And as I saw the chaos it had wrought in my own life, so it had between 
us. 
Day by day, I let my guard down. 
I shared my triumphs and failures, joy and disappointment. 
I did my best to build what I should've been for dozens of years. 
Years of progress and growth led to a pair of wine glasses in a city bar. 
We marked the days we thought would never pass with a moment we 
never wanted to end. 
Drinking and talking, trying desperately not to cry in public. 
Neither one of us could ever hold our liquor very well. 
After all, I'm just like my mother. 
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